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Anna N icole Packs a Punch—See Page 6 
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Stosie J WE Unite! 


just got 

kicked out of 
a hotel bar for 
smoking a cigar. 

I don’t mind 
so much gettin 
kicked out, cause 
it was a fifteen- 
dollar Bolivar 
and I managed to 
save it without 
havin to smush it 
outin an ashtray. 
But what bugged 
me was: There 
was nobody in the 
bar! And I was in 
the smoking sec- 
tion! 

Am I the only 
one, or has any- 
body else noticed 
that cigar-smok- 
ers are just 
slightly above 
heroin addicts in Lord of the Dead. 
terms of social respectability? My buddy Fred Olen 
Ray, the B movie director, once had to put out a cigar 
he was smoking at a carnival—in the open air! 
People complained about the smell as they were 
walking by on the Midway! And I can vouch for Fred. 
He doesn’t smoke cheap cigars. If they hated the 
smell, then they hated the smell of the finest tobacco 
in the world. 

It’s also interesting to me that, the more expen- 
sive the restaurant, the more they like cigars, and 
the cheaper the restaurant, the more they hate 
cigars. You can still smoke cigars in all the restau- 
rants of the Plaza Hotel in New York, but you can 
never smoke a cigar in the smoking section of a 
McDonald’s. 

Anyhow, here’s my only point on this. I don’t 
mind being considered the scum of the earth for 





Cindy Ambuehl welcomes Reggie Bannister to a small town, in Phantasm ITT: 


cigar-smokin, but I’d like to point out a couple things. 

Numero Uno, it’s the cigarettes that smell bad. 
And the reason they smell bad is that most of what 
you're smelling is paper. People are burning paper. 
A cigar, on the other hand, is one hundred per cent 
tobacco leaf. Cigarettes were invented in the 1890's 
as a way to sell the waste products from cigars—the 
part left over—the smelly part. So why should people 
favor cigarettes over cigars, especially in public 
places? 

Numero Two-o, when people say “How can you 
put that poison into your body?” they’re missing the 
point again. A cigar is something you taste, in your 
mouth, like cognac. A cigarette is something you 
draw into your lungs, to get a rush, like opium. 

Numero Three-o, when people complain about 
cigars, theyre not really complaining about the 


particular cigar you happen to be smoking. They’re 
really saying, “You're a disgusting human being for 
havin that thing at all.” . 

In other words, it’s not the cigar that people hate. 
It’s the guy that smokes it. I don’t know why this is, 
but, believe me, I’m a veteran of the tobacco wars. It’s 
true. 

That’s why, when you meet a Cigar Guy these 
days, it’s like an instant bonding thing. You become 
friends for life. It never fails. Even if the guy smokes 
Romeo-and-Juliets and he hates the taste of your 
Partagas, he never hates the smell of your Partagas. 
He’s in the club. He knows. He’s ready to go all the 
way with you, even if it means gettin kicked out in 
the street together. 

I kinda like this. Don’t ask me why, but I do. 

Speaking of great American traditions under 
attack, The Tall Man is back in Phantasm III: Lord 
of the Dead. We get a new Phantasm movie about— 
what?—ever six, seven years. And every time the 
producers assume that we remember the plot of the 
last movie, when the truth is, nobody could even 
figure out the plot of the very first one. Basically it’s 
about this real ugly-lookin old skinny guy who goes 
around collecting dead bodies, and the way you know 
he’s coming is that a flying Christmas tree ornament 
with daggers stickin out of it tries to imbed itself in 
your skull right before The Tall Man shows up. 
There’s always a lot of talk about who The Tall Man 
is, where he is, where he comes from, whether he’s 
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A few hours later, Cindy isn’t looking SO great. 


dead or alive, why he wants the dead bodies, what 
the flying Christmas tree ornaments are for—and I 
never understand a word of it. But it’s neato-mos- 
quito special effects, with all kinds of exploding goo. 

This time The Tall Man, as played by the ghostly 
Angus Scrimm, is hangin around eastern Oregon, 
going from small town to small town, cleanin out the 
mortuaries while his army of zombie monks roam 
the countryside in pink hearses, trying to kill the 
remaining members of the cast. 

One cool thing about the Phantasm movies is 
that the hero always drives a Hemi Cuda, the most 
outrageous muscle car ever to legally prowl the 
highways. And this is no exception, as bald-headed 
Reggie Bannister sets out to find The Tall Man and 
rescue his dead brother’s soul. Meanwhile, he joins 
up with Kevin Connors, a little kid who’s become a 
Grade School Rambo ever since both his parents 
were killed by The Tall Man. And the two of them join 
up with a crewcutted black Amazon kung-fu queen 
named Rocky to destroy all the evil forces of the 


universe. 


Multiple brain damage ensues. 

It’s no Phantasm Two, but it’s still pretty dang 
decent. 

Twenty-three dead bodies. Two breasts. Explod- 
ing eyes. Multiple fireballs. Exploding hearse. Zom- 
bie monks feeding on human flesh. Multiple explod- 
ing heads. Electric drill attack. Needle to the neck. 
Hatchet to the forehead. Skull-drilling. Daggers to 
the forehead. One flying monster hand with teeth. 
One motor vehicle chase, with crash and burn. Face- 
peeling. Heads roll. Hands roll. Gratuitous 1970 426 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


“Trom1io 


Having re- 
cently celebrated 
their twentieth 
year in business, 
Troma Inc. is still 
going strong. One 
of the oldest and 
most active inde- 
pendent producer- 
distributors in the 
world, they are 
known for campy 
films such as The 
Toxic Avenger, 
Class of Nuke “Em 
High, Surf Nazis 
Must Die and Ra- 
bid Grannies. 


Melissa Anne Moore 


the skies and un- 
der the sheets. 
America’s bravest 
and sexiest fighter 
pilots, the Tomcat 
Angels, do their 
breast to protect 
international air- 
ways. Don Ed- 
monds 
while beautiful 
newcomers Kerri 
Danesi, Daphne 
Rogers, Jasmine 
Totsheck and 
Leslie Heart star. 

Meanwhile, 
Kaufman, whois a 


directs 


and Juliet’ 


munication, but by too much 
communication—on the informa- 
tion superhighway. Special cam- 
eos by The Toxic Avenger and 
Sgt. Kabukiman will be incorpo- 
rated into the film. 

New Line Home Video is in- 
creasing its direct-to-video line- 
up for 1995, and kicking off the 
year is the snow-bound action- 
adventure-thriller Silent Hunter 
starring the action hunk Miles 
O’Keeffe (Tarzan the Ape Man, 
Relentless 2: Dead On) and ex- 
football star Fred Williamson 
(Delta Force Commando 2: Pri- 
ority Red One). Silent Hunter is 
full of high-impact action, along 
the lines of the smash hits 


Troma’s president, Lloyd 
Kaufman, and Vice-President, 
Michael Herz, are excited about 
the release of their latest Troma 
masterpiece, Tomcat Angels. Fol- 
lowing their tried and true for- 
mula—blood, breasts and ac- 
tion—Tomcat Angels is a unique 
comedic blend of action above 


faithful Joe Bob Report reader, 
and Herz have green-lighted the 
romantic tragedy, Tromio and 
Juliet, to begin filming in New 
York in the spring. Troma’s take- 
off on the play promises very erotic 
love scenes between Tromio and 
Juliet, whose “tromatic” love af- 
fair is doomed not by lack of com- 


Cliffhanger and Above the Law. 

The film is scheduled for a March 
28 release. 

—Me.issA ANNE Moore 

If you have news for Melissa, 

drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 

Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75271. 





Hemicuda convertible. 
Kung Fu. Baseball bat Fu: 
Frisbee-with-a-razor- 
edge Fu. Cryogenic spear 
Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for 
Angus Scrimm, as The 
Tall Man, for saying 
“Nothing is ever as it 
seems”; Kevin Connors, 
as the kid who takes no 
prisoners, for saying “The 
Tall Man got my family”; 
Reggie Bannister, as the 
man trying to rescue his 
brother,fortryingtosleep | | 
with the hot kung-fu & 
mama by saying “Ever try > 
vanilla?”; and Gloria 
Lynne Henry, as the 
kung-fu soul sister, for 
gettin into a hellacious 
catfight with a zombie. 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it 
out. 





A. Michael Baldwin, seen here communing with the eyeball of a 
demonic Christmas-tree ornament, hangs around the whole movie in 
either hell, heaven, a hospital, or the mind of his brother. We have no 
idea. 
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New York City’s Fire Chief is taking the heat because he’s . . . 


Fed Up With Falsies 


T he Fire Chief of New York City keeps trying to 
get permission to rip down all the fire-alarm 
boxes on the street—let people just dial 911 if they 
see a fire—but nobody , 

wants to let him do it. 
Everbody thinks the 
city will burn down or 
somethin. 

But listen to the 
guy's reasons. Ninety- 
five per cent of all fire 
alarms out of these call 
boxes are false alarms. 
Nine Five. Only in 
New York could we get 
a statistic like this. A 
quarter million falsies 
a year. 

So I think all the 
guy is saying is, “Hey! 
People! This ain’t 
workin!” 

And everbody 
thinks he’s a Mean Ole 
Man for sayin it. 

You notice this 
lately? Whenever 
something is obviously 
not working, everbody 
wants to save it. You 
know what I mean? 
Last year the Postal 
Service tried to close 
down a few rural post 
offices because they were only servin, like, thirty 
people each. And people got furious. More than just 
those thirty people. Everbody was furious. 

Or when somebody says, “You know what? These 
kids at the little red 19th-century schoolhouse out on 
Highway 80 are scoring a lot lower on their tests 
than the ones at the big shiny new Yuppie high 
school downtown. Maybe we oughta shut the little 
school down and truck the kids over to Unimegaplex 
High.” And the parents go nuts. It’s like they’re 
saying, “No! We want em to be stupid! We want em 
to be picturesque and stupid! It’s a Texas tradition!” 

You see it a lot with farmers, too. Some ole boy 
will be losin more and more money every year raisin 
cattle or plantin soybeans, borrowin more and more 
money from the bank, wonderin why his tractor 
keeps gettin repoed. And you say, “Willie, maybe 
you'd be better off gettin into some new crop, like 
vineyards, or raisin sheep instead of cattle, cause 





Clockwise starting with the Amazon on the left, 
we have Julie Strain, Mark Barriere, Sam 
Phillips, Julie K. Smith and Bruce Penhall— 
lobbyists for the National Rifle Association, as 
seen in The Dallas Connection. 


you aren't doin diddly squat with cattle and soy- 
beans.” 

And the guy will always say, “My daddy raised 
cattle, and my granddaddy 
before him, and his daddy 
before him, and so cattle is 
good enough for me. Soy- 
beans, too.” 

And soit’s the principle 
of the dang thing. We'll get 
poor, and get stupid, and 
burn down our cities, but 
we'll uphold all the great 
traditions, won’t we? 

I love this country. 

Speaking of great tra- 
ditions, the greatest series 
in the history of Bazookas- 
and-Bazoomas action flicks 
is back. I have to admit, I 
was a little worried when 
legendary ABC sports di- 
rector Andy Sidaris de- 
cided to retire from the 
business of making James 
Bond rip-offs starring Play- 
boy Playmates who never 
went to acting class. After 
classics like Malibu Ex- 
press, Hard Hunted, and 
Do or Die, all featuring big- 
breasted federal under- 
cover agents blowing up 
helicopters and jumping in 
and out of showers, I was a complete skeptic when 
Andy handed over the director’s closeup underwater 
hot-tub lens to his son, Drew Sidaris, the No. 1 film 
director based in Shreveport, Louisiana. Drew’s first 
outing, a year ago, was a little shaky. Enemy Gold 
had the babes, it had the bazookas, but it didn’t have 
the old classic Sidaris international espionage plot 
that never makes sense even after they explain it in 
the last talkin scene. 

But now Drew enters the big leagues, with The 
Dallas Connection, starring 1993 Penthouse Pet of 
the Year Julie Strain as Black Widow, the only 
villain in film history who has to have sex with 
anybody she kills. Julie, the six-foot-tall Amazon 
who makes about thirty movies a year, disguises her 
real job as an international assassin by posing as the 
ruthless owner of a country-western topless bar in 
Dallas. Every once in a while she goes there to 
interrupt the showers of Playboy model Wendy 


Hamilton and February 1993 Penthouse Pet 
Julie K. Smith, who travel around the world 
blowing up renowned scientists. Meanwhile, 
June 1993 Penthouse Pet Sam Phillips, a CIA 
agent who always takes her cellular phone 
with her when she pumps iron in the nude, 
doesn’t like it one bit. So she joins up with two 
bodybuilders to protect the last renowned 
scientist in the world who hasn’t been assas- 
sinated by a nude centerfold model, and to 
keep him occupied she spends the day with 
him, sipping champagne at Louisiana Downs 
racetrack in Bossier City, Louisiana, while 
wearing a computer chip around her neck 
that could possibly be used to power a top- 
secret satellite that can be used by western 
governments to find every illegal weapon in 
the universe, only the scientist she’s with is 
not really what she thinks he is and... 

I could swear Andy Sidaris wrote this. 

Uh, I’m not sure, but there’s a whole bunch of 
stuff blowin up, and is it just me or did these 
Penthouse models get a lot bigger in the nineties, if 
you know what I mean and I think you do? 

You have to see this one to believe it—and then 
you still won’t believe it. 

Twelve dead bodies. Twenty-six breasts. Mul- 
tiple aardvarking. Exploding van, with fireball. 
Multiple use of dog collars, if you know what I mean. 
Exploding Chinese golfer. Exploding speedboat, with 
fireball. Gratuitous Andy Sidaris cameo, as a cop 
who turns over evidence for no good reason. Gratu- 
itous topless dance rehearsal. Kung Fu. Fistfight Fu. 
Taser Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Julie Strain, as the agent in the tiniest mini-skirt in 
the history of the universe, who has wild animal sex 
with a guy named Jean-Pierre, shoots him in the 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on 
The Movie Channel Saturdays at 9 p.m. East- 
ern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. Joe Bob appears before, 
after and between the night’s triple feature, with special guests, 
commentary and sketches. 


Doc Doo-Doo NIGHT 


March 11: Entangled: Weird Canadian-French stinker 
starring Judd Nelson as a novelist who’s so jealous about his 
international model girlfriend, Laurence Treil, that he follows 
her around and starts fights with everybody who shows an 
interest in her, resulting in some zaniness with firearms. With 
Pierce Brosnan as a gay aristocrat who makes a lot of long 
speeches as he seeks revenge for the killing of his lover. Gives 
new meaning to the word “slow.” One star. 

Second feature: Strike a Pose: Basically what we’ve got here 
is a whole heck of a lot of nekkid ladies doing absolutely nothing. 
Robert Eastwick is a cop flitting around El] Lay having Nam- 
type flashbacks. Michelle Lamothe is the swimsuit photogra- 
pher who loves him. And Margie Peterson is the cop who also 
loves him, but she’s dating the Deputy D.A. who hates him. A lot 
of lingerie models, swimsuit models, and scenes of double- 
humped weasel-gobbling. Two stars. 

Third feature: Hudson Hawk: The notorious flick that Joe 
Bob, alone among all the critics in the world, actually likes. It’s 





Julie K. Smith asks director Drew Sidaris if there’s 
anything behind her, in a suspenseful hot tub scene. 


forehead, then says, “God you were good—but hey, 
so was |”; Mark Barriere, a former New York Met (!) 
now playing a dumb but suave professional jet skier 
and CIA agent, for saying “I'd like to suck the polish 
off your toes”; Wendy Hamilton, as the ruthless big- 
breasted federal agent who secretly pours Diet Coke 
into a Jet Ski gas tank; Sam Phillips, as the blonde 
hostage who keeps getting knocked out, for dancing 
on a dining table in lingerie and, in her big emotional 
scene, saying “I’d rather die!”; Julie K. Smith, as the 
undercover agent who demonstrates her talent in 
the obligatory Sidaris hot-tub scene; and Bruce 
Penhall, as the stock-car-racing federal agent who 
blows up a Chinese kung fu assassin, then says “You 
should have read your fortune cookie.” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


DRIVE-IN THE ATER 2? satirical cartoon about a recently released 


cat burglar (Bruce Willis) blackmailed into 
holding up an auction house so that he can be used by the CIA, the 
Vatican, a nun (Andie MacDowell) and a pair of weird Yuppie 
archvillains (Richard E. Grant and Sandra Bernhard) who 
are trying to find the lost Leonardo Da Vinci contraption that 
turns lead into gold. Also starring James Coburn, Danny 
Aiello and the immortal Frank Stallone. Three stars. 


MEANINGLESS DEATH NIGHT 


March 18: Lady Dragon IJ: Brutal revenge flick starring 
Cynthia Rothrock as a karate champion who’s married to the 
biggest soccer star in Indonesia. When her husband is killed by 
vicious diamond thieves led by sadistic creepola rapist Billy 
Drago, she puts on some fitted blouses and starts kicking hiney. 
Two and a half stars. 

Second feature: Blood Harvest: Tiny Tim’s only starring 
role is a horror flick filmed in rural Wisconsin and based on the 
criminal career of Ed Gein, starring nubile Itonia Salochek as 
a college coed who comes home to her childhood farm, where she 
finds her parents missing. Tiny Tim is the eccentric neighbor who 
has worn clown makeup ever since his own parents were killed 
under mysterious circumstances, and Dean West is Salochek’s 
whiny ex-boyfriend. Three stars. 

Third feature: Needful Things 


exas bombshell 

Anna Nicole 
Smith punched out 
her director during 
the filming of Over 
the Edge, the erotic 
thriller sequel to Da 
Vinci’s War. The 
cast and crew were 
dining in a restau- 
rant at Arizona 
Charlie’s casino in 
Las Vegas, where 
most of the film was 
shot, and suddenly 
there was a commo- 
tion. Shocked crew 


members looked up to see Anna Nicole deliver a 
powerful punch directly to the nose of Italian direc- 
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Anna Nicole has the face and the right hook of a prize- 
fighter. 


tor Raymond Martino. Blood spurted. Raymond New Jersey, write: Chiller Theatre, P.O. Box 23, 


grabbed his nose... and ran out of the restaurant. 


The management was not amused—and banned the 
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... Mherein we report from the 
underground, Ehe counter-culture, 
€he out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 

movies, Comic books, ano other 
places where misfits Owell. 


cast and crew for 
the rest of the time 
they spent in Ve- 
gas. The following 
day, everyone on 
the film was in- 
structed to be extra 
nice to Anna Nicole, 
so that she wouldn't 
be upset. Raymond 
showed up with 
nose intact and con- 
tinued as though 
nothing had hap- 
pened. Over the 
Edge is being pro- 
duced by acompany 


owned by Joey Travolta, and will be released later 
this year by the video division of MGM/UA. It’s the 


first time we can remember a film 
featuring not one, but two Playmates 
of the Year—Anna Nicole and Kathy 
Shower. 

e : 

Jack Baker, the actor best known 
to Joe Bob Report readers as the star of 
T.A.G.: The Assassination Game and 
Kentucky Fried Movie, has died of can- 
cer. He was only 47. The word was 
passed to us by our friend Eric Caidin, 
who runs the famous Hollywood Book 
and Poster Company. Eric also reports 
that Jack’s real name was John An- 
thony Bailey, and among his credits 
were Happy Days (as Sticks the drum- 
mer), Wonderbug, Good Times, The 
Jeffersons, M*A*S*H, and the X-rated 
classic New Wave Hookers. Jack also 
did voiceovers for The Planet of the 
Apes and was guest vocalist for the 
band The Chemical People. Strangest 
of all, he was Traci Lords’ dialogue 
coach (!) in her adult movie days. 

€ 

Michelle Bauer, the scream 
queen who retired from the business 
last fall, has decided to make one final 
appearance—at the Chiller Theatre 
convention in New Jersey, the week- 
end of April 21-23. When we asked her 
why she was doing it, she said, “I was 
cleaning, and I found about a thou- 
sand publicity photos I need to get rid 
of.” Our kinda gal. For information on 
Chiller Theatre, which will be held at 
the Meadowlands Hilton in Secaucus, 


Rutherford, NJ 07070. 
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Does Quentin Tarantino, pic 


ured here in his jammies with Harvey Keitel in Pulp Fiction, really 








get his ideas from watching stinko Hong Kong kung fu action flicks on late-night cable? 


It seems as though everyone’s got the fever. 
Quentin Tarantino fever. He, unparalleled god of 
exploding heads, is riding high on the success of his 
recent “paint the walls red” comedy, Pulp Fiction. 
There are, however, those who would propose that 
perhaps the emperor has no clothes. Mike White, a 
senior at the University of Michigan, came upon an 
article in a British magazine suggesting a similarity 
between Tarantino’s ultra-violent Reservoir Dogs 
and an earlier film from Hong Kong, City on Fire. 
After finally tracking down a copy of City on Fire, 
White compared the two films and became convinced 
that the similarities were more than coincidence. A 
die-hard Tarantino fan, White “felt very angry and 
a little hurt that Quentin Tarantino would so bla- 
tantly take something from another film without 
crediting it.” So he pieced together a documentary, 
Who Do You Think You’re Fooling?, illustrating the 
alleged similarities. When Film Threat ran a column 
with similar assertions, White sent the tape to edi- 
tor-in-chief Christian Gore, who in turn sent it on 
to Village Voice writer Lisa Kennedy, whose col- 
umn piqued the curiosity of the news folks at MTV. 
Though initially interested, MTV gave White the 
runaround before finally informing him that the 
tape was—big surprise—too violent to air. Together 
with editor Mike Barnett, White has also been busy 
putting together the inaugural issue of Cashiers Du 
Cinemart, a 14-page Xeroxed quarterly zine dedi- 


cated to serving the bottom rung of the movie indus- 
try. Besides detailing the Tarantino Conspiracy, the 
zine offers commentary on the glut of smut films and 
the subsequent decline in quality, an anti-Wynona 
Ryder tirade, and a Blockbuster alert. The first issue 
of Cashiers Du Cinema is free, or you can get Who Do 
You Think You’re Fooling?, the video that “no one 
will talk about,” for $5. Just write: Cashiers Du 
Cinemart, P.O. Box 2401, Riverview, MI 48192. 
€ 

Shemp! The Lowlife Culture Magazine is de- 
voted to everything that the intelligentsia hates. 
(We like it already.) It’s not just your average six- 
page zine covering cocktail music, tiki culture, low- 
budget movies, true crime novels, convenience store 
food, indie rock, and the seventies. It features all 
that and more in three, count em three, colors! This 
“Special Death and Disco Issue” includes a review of 
the new Carpenters tribute album on the black page, 
a glowing write-up of The Joe Bob Report on the red 
page and a spirited comparison of the KISS and 
Black Sabbath tribute albums on the blue page. Our 
friend Larry Yoshida, the creative force behind it 
all, will mail you a copy free if you provide a legal- 
sized S.A.S.E. Write: Shemp! c/o Larry Yoshida, 
1919 Evergreen Park Dr. S.W., Apt. 79, Olympia, 
WA 98502-5939. (Larry does assert that because the 
zine is more or less free, they reserve the right to 
refuse to send copies to “anyone who frightens us.”) 


What's with women and this memory-from-hell thing? 


Even Dumbo Wasn't This Good 


I s there anything that women ever forget? 
Is there anything they ever don’t remember? 
This memory thing is bugging me. How come 
they can always remember and I never can? How 
come, when I do remember, it doesn’t count? 
Lemme give you an example. Let’s say there’s a 
girl named Wanda, and let’s say Wanda is the wife of 


long will she remember this party? 

We're talking the half-life of plutonium, aren’t 
we? 

Fifty years from now, the guy can be on his 
deathbed, and Wanda can be missing all her teeth 
and deaf in one ear, and she’ll still be screechin at 
him, “I remember that:time you hit on that hussy 


a guy named Steverino. One day Steverino asks 
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Cecilia!” 


And Steverino will be searching his brain 
_ for something to retaliate with. He knows she 
did somethin. He vaguely remembers some- 
thing about a check that got chewed up at the 
health club, but he can’t remember whether 
Wanda did it, the maid did it, or his sister did it. 
There’s nothin in his memory he can use. He 
really did forgive and forget. 


bw) ___ Youever hear this one? = 

ie Le. 7 ee “Well, if you don’t know what day this is, I’m 
: ee Neue eee certainly not going to tell you.” 

ire ec ~ NG ee | And you think, “Oh, my God, it’s her birth- 
od een = ee day! No. Her birthday’s not for four months. 
ey Seer Nee Our anniversary! No. That was in the summer.” 
7 C Ves << _A ze And you go around for hours worryin about 
25 ats Se E : ee it, and then she finally tells you: “It was on this 
ce ee ee o Sacer ae Se day six years ago that you bought me that 
eZ, ee. — a Ea ~= dinette set and then we went out for spaghetti.” 


Wanda to deposit his paycheck in the bank on her 
way to aerobics class. But Wanda decides she'll 
deposit the paycheck after she does aerobics. So she 
puts the paycheck in her locker, and when she’s 
leaving the gym she tosses it into the dirty-towel bin 
along with her dirty towel. An hour later she re- 
turns, only to find out that the paycheck has been 
washed and chewed up into a thousand itty bitty 
pieces by the industrial-strength aerobics institute 
cleaning unit. 

Now. Steverino’s gonna be really really mad, 
right? 

But how long will Steverino be mad? One day? 
Two days? If he stays mad for more than three days, 
Wanda will consider him the evillest, most abusive 
husband who ever lived. And, in fact, if Steverino is 
like most men, he will forget about it after a couple 
days, and he'll never bring it up again. 

Now let’s see what happens when the tables are 
turned. Steverino goes to a party at Wanda’s office, 
gets a little drunk, and pays a little bit too much 
attention to Cecilia, the 19-year-old mini-skirted 
office intern. I don’t mean he asks her for a date. I 
mean, he just talks to her a little bit too long. 

When they get home, Wanda is mad. 

Now. How long will Wanda remain mad? How 
8 





And you go, “I forgot that?” 
And for a full minute, you actually think you 


screwed up. You really start saying to yourself, 
“What an ignorant scuzzball I am, I can’t even 
remember a dinette set.” 


And then you realize, she is the one with the 


Looney Tune memory warp. 


What is this memory thing? 
I really don’t like it. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Hats 

Blue Chips, how u like me now, The Movie Channel visor, 

Baseball caps—black and orange hat, San Francisco hat. 
Videos 

Sexual Response with Shannon Tweed; Shadow Hunter 
with Scott Glenn (2); Shadowzone starring David Beecroft (2); 
Shattered Spirits with Martin Sheen; Shock Em Dead with 
Traci Lords; Shocking TV; Shintue Vanguard; Showdown; 
Shredder Orpheus starring Jesse Bernstein; Shut In. 


Reviews by the Reality Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


HERE *S LOOKING AT YOU, 
WARNER BROTHERS 


“Great” “must-see” “dazzling” history of the mighty studio 
founded by a Polish-Canadian immigrant family, from its “mea- 
ger beginnings, financed by a gold watch and the family horse,” 
through 75 years of picture-making, including “best-of-the-best 
clips,” outtakes, reminiscences, and “great screen tests” for a 23- 
year-old Marlon Brando, Paul Newman (testing with James 
Dean), and Orson Welles, and a blooper reel highlighted by 
Ronald Reagan “unable to get into his pants.” Even better, 
“Porky the Pig says a dirty word, and Jane Fonda shows her 
naughty bits.” “If you like the movies, you'll love this.” “Film buffs 
are sure to be pleased, and even the casual viewer should be fairly 
entertained.” “The only problem is that there is too little time to 
go into the whole history. The lives of the Warners are just briefly 
scanned.” “It’s good fun, but can’t compare to MGM’s That’s 
Entertainment for energy, editing pace and entertainment.” 
Twelve dead bodies. Two breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. Two 
explosions. Segment hosts: Clint Eastwood (“like a robot with 
low batteries”), Barbra Streisand, Goldie Hawn, Steven 
Spielberg, Chevy Chase (“annoying”). Writer/Director/Pro- 
ducer: Robert Guenette. [| Warner. 1991/93.] Overall rating: 94. 


C LIFFHANGERS: ADVENTURES 
FROM THE THRILL FACTORY 


Documentary on the various cliffhanger serials made by 
Republic Pictures between 1910 and the fifties, with “very spir- 
ited” host Leonard Maltin commenting on 
“heroes such as Nyoka, King, the Copper- 
head, Captain Marvel, the Daredeveils, the 
Masked Marvel, Eagle, Tiger Woman and 
Spy Smasher fighting epic duels with villains 
such as Dr. Satan, Black Dragon, the Scor- 
pion, the Lightning and Vultura.” Among the 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


ative as one would think—more of a history of the publishing 
giant and his mag. Many unknown facts about Hef are uncovered 
here.” “From the overly self-important opening: ‘It was an age of 
repression . .. conformity was a way of life...one man...” “It’s 
interesting to see Charles Keating on the presidential commis- 
sion studying pornography in the sixties, equating Playboy with 
socialism and calling them both a threat to America. Keating’s 
savings-and-loan failures in the eighties hurt the country a lot 
more.” “Well-thought-out exposition of a complex subject.” “The 
Playboy Foundation should take a bow for being a major funder 
of both Masters & Johnson and the Kinsey Institute.” “There’s 
only one Hef.” Sixty-four breasts. Narration: James Coburn. 
Appearing: Mike Wallace, Keith Hefner, Lenny Bruce, Alex 
Haley. Writers: Gary H. Grossman, Michael Gross, Robert 
Heath. Producer/Director: Heath. [Uni/Playboy. 1992/93.] Over- 
all rating: 91. 


(['HE INDIANAPOLIS 500: 
RACE TO GLORY 


“Stock documentary” with “great clips that make you wish 
you were there,” “cheesy pre-Star Wars special effects” and “lots 
of crashes,” tracing America’s favorite road race from its begin- 
nings in 1911 through 1992’s closest-ever finish. “This should be 
right at home sandwiched between bass fishing shows on the 
Nashville Network.” “I hate computer-enhanced video, and thank- 
fully it’s kept to a minimum here.” “Cool stuff, never boring.” 
Three dead bodies. One really long motor vehicle chase. Thirty- 
five explosions. [PolyGram. 1993.] Overall rating: 89. 


[Vpxp BENDERS: 
VOLUME I 


mo 6 


“Hysterically funny” “outstand- 
ingly campy” collection of four “very 
cheap” “misguided” drug-education pro- 


stars we meet Tom Steele, “the stuntman 9460 Classic paganda films from the sixties, in which 
who was such a standout in this genre that 88-84 Excellent LSD is blamed for “unstable and imma- 
lead actors were only hired for their resem- 83-80 Decent ture behavior,” cell damage, blood dam- 


blance to him,” and among the “amazing old 
clips” we find “the serial chase scene that 
inspired a chase scene in Raiders of the Lost 
Ark,” as well as “Yakima Canutt doing his 
famous ‘drop’ under a team of horses and the 
stagecoach, to climb back up from the rear.” 
Anecdotes are contributed by stars like 
Clayton Moore and Linda Sterling, and 
we get early glimpses of John Wayne, Gene 
Autrey and Leonard Nimoy. “It makes you 
wish they were still around.” “Shame on them 
for not showing all of the escape sequences 
after showing the perilous trap sequences.” One dead body. 
Seven motor vehicle chases. Twenty-seven explosions. Four 
hundred fistfights. Writer: Maltin. Directors: Bill Coggon, Mark 
Lamberti. |Republic. 1993.] Overall rating: 93. 


/vucu HEFNER: ONCE UPON A TIME 


“Fascinating” “slick” “unusually frank and candid” docu- 
mentary on the Playboy editor-in-chief who founded his empire 
with an $8,000 investment, including home movies of his child- 
hood, glimpses of life inside the Playboy mansion (“you get to see 
Hugh sing”), clips of his early television shows (guest Sammy 
Davis Jr. is a highlight), the truth about his stroke and subse- 
quent marriage, and interviews with supporters and opponents, 
including Jerry Falwell, “crazed feminists, arch-conservatives, 
right-wing nuts and misinformed journalists.” “Not as exploit- 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Reality Records 


Highest rating: 97 
(Document of the Dead, 1989). 


Lowest rating: 58 (Seeing Is Believing: 
The Plain Truth, 1993). 


age, leukemia, birth defects, mongoloid 
children, psychosis, violence, suicide, 
and “a shift in values.” The most enter- 
taining one is a 1968 “expose” by ABC 
called LSD: Trip to Where?, featuring 
“psychedelic effects,” a “too-short” in- 
terview with Timothy Leary (“he con- 
vinced me to drop out again”), and actor 
Richard Lynch talking about dousing 
himself with gasoline and setting him- 
self on fire during an LSD trip. A “bor- 
ing” 1967 U.S. Navy training film states 
that an “acid trip” can end in only two ways—‘suicide or murder!” 
And the “most fun” is the Inglewood Police Department’s 1968 
LSD: Trip or Trap?, which “plays like Dragnet.” (“Obviously law 
enforcement agencies had no idea of the motivations of the 1960’s 
youth culture.”) Also included is a film sponsored by the Food and 
Drug Administration called The Mindbenders, in which “photos 
of Thalidomide and birth-defect babies are identified as LSD- 
induced babies.” (The connection between LSD and birth defects 
was later disproven.) “Classic material!” “Most of the pencil-neck 
‘experts’ are such obvious hacks, it’s no wonder LSD swept 
through high schools. Who could believe these dopes?” “What 
makes these such a riot are the obvious lies told throughout each 
production. But the sad fact is that the majority of society would 
probably still believe this bullstuff today.” “The med school 
authority figures and the Navy talking head may be on the side 
of the angels, but one could see how their unconvincing dullness 


would prompt some to want to ‘trip.” Two dead bodies. Four 
breasts. [To order, send $23, plus $1.64 sales tax if you live in 
Washington state, to Something Weird Video, P.O. Box 33664, 
Seattle, WA 98133. 1967-68/92.] Overall rating: 86. 


JVORMULA ONE 


“Some pretty cool in-the-car cam- 
era footage makes you feel like you’re 
in the races” at Monaco, San Marino, 
Brazil and Phoenix in this “exciting, 
fast-paced” four-tape set of 1991 For- 
mula One documentaries, but an- 
nouncer Murray Walker “sounds ex- 
actly like John Cleese in a Monty 
Python sketch,” reeling off lines like 
“This race has been officially declared 
a wet one!” “Men travel from conti- 
nent to continent, drive around in 
circles, spend millions of dollars, and 
the winners are given magnums of 
champagne, which they shake up and 
spray on each other. Why?” “Love that 
racer’s-eye-view camera.” “Better race 
footage than you'd see on TV.” “Grand 
Prix crashes are more like fender 
benders. Altogether more civil and 
sporting. They sure waste a lot of 
champagne!” “Can’t-fail material.” 
“Walker sounds like he’s doing an 
impression of Robin Leach.” “Because 
the cars look so much alike and are 
covered with so much advertising, 
there are stretches where you can’t tell who the camera is 
covering.” Musical artists include Grace Jones, Phil Manikica, 
Charlie Sexton, Jellybean “Jin-Go-La-Ba,” Genesis, and 
Yello. Four motor vehicle chases. Director: Keith Wilson. [BMG. 
1991/93.] Overall rating: 86. 


HE AMY FISHER STORY 


“Perfectly cast” “excellent” Drew Barrymoreisthe “spoiled, 
pampered, psychotic” 17-year-old who says she was involved in 
an affair with Joey Buttafuoco (Anthony John Denison), up 
until the time she assaulted Buttafuoco’s wife, Mary Jo, in this 
“competent” “standard” docudrama about the woman dubbed 
“the Long Island Lolita” by the New York press. The strangest 
element in this version is Harley Jane Kozak playing New York 
newspaper columnist Amy Pagnozzi (“the often-used perspective 
of a crusading young female reporter who just happens to see the 
real truth of the case, while the tabloid press and unscrupulous 
politicians are only exploiting Amy”). The video version has a 
little additional soft-core sex footage not aired on ABC. “Much 
more confusing than most crime-of-the-week types, and trite.” 
“Way too many flashbacks.” “The movie takes the unusual posi- 
tion of looking down.on the tabloid news media for exploiting the 
situation, while exploiting the situation itself.” Denison has the 
best line: “I got scars older than you.” One breast. Cast: Tom 
Mason, Laurie Paton. Writer: Janet Brownell. Director: 
Andrew Tennant. [ABC/Capital Cities-ABC. 1992/93.] Overall 
rating: 85. 


G ET EVEN: 
THE VIDEO OF DIRTY TRICKS 


“Weird” “outstandingly cheap home-video-style production” 
full of “top-notch” “juvenile” ideas, “ranging from asinine to 








The Hefster is a little self-important, but 
never boring, in the candid biography, Hugh 
Hefner: Once Upon a Time. 


righteous,” for dealing with people you hate. Ideas include mak- 
ing a “chicken-parts bomb,” putting a banana up an exhaust pipe, 
posting herpes notices, loading your own bathroom medicine 
chest with marbles, spray-painting a dog (“offensive,” said one 
committee member), and quite a few “fecal attractions” (“far too 
many’). “This might help Type A’s let off enough steam to delay 
their eventual laid off-postal-employee-type murderous ram- 

' page, but not for long.” “The advice runs 
from bad taste to property damage to 
actionable libel and slander.” “Not as 
evil-minded asit could be, but bad enough 
to wreck your karma or land your ass in 
jail.” “Entertaining in the same way 
dirty celebrity gossip is.” “Ninety per 
cent of the revenge techniques wouldn’t 
work in reality.” “Many of the pranks 
are very immature and border on crimi- 
nal harassment. One of the more fiend- 
ish ones involves spreading sugar around 
someone’s gas tank and leaving the 
empty bag—to make the target believe 
his car has been tampered with.” Cast: 
F. Darryl Gilley (Editorializer/TV 
Chef), Walter J. Collins (Reporter), 
Ron Kaplan (Film Critic). Writer/Pro- 
ducer/Co-Executive Producer: S.L. 
Crawford. [Available from Paladin 
Press, P.O. Box 1307, Boulder, CO 80306. 
1990.] Overall rating: 84. 


Ne4 JAM SESSION 


“I could actually feel my brain 
shrinking while watching this couch-potato salad” of music 
videos composed of “amazing” basketball highlights combined 
with “very nice computer-generated video effects” that “some- 
times make it impossible to enjoy the jams.” The “unfocused” 
“fast-paced but boring” result is backed with music (“mostly rap”) 
by MCA recording artists Bobby Brown Posse, Bell Biv 
DeVoe, Eric B. & Rakim, Glenn Frey, Steely Dan, Stylz, 
Wreckx-N-Effect, plus a tribute to Magic Johnson and Larry 
Bird. “Marv Albert set to hip-hop. Okay for fans of the game.” 
“There’s a blooper segment to ‘All Right Now’ by Patti LaBelle 
that shows that even Larry Birds and Michael Jordans can look 
terrible on occasion.” “Despite the focus on court, the film man- 
ages to get to a woman in an aerobics studio, wearing black 
leotards, working out in slow-mo.” Producers: Jim Podhoretz, 
Larry Weitzman. [CBS-Fox. 1993.] Overall rating: 78. 


HE BLUE SKY AWARDS 
MUSIC VIDEOS 


“Environmentally correct music videos” chosen by the Ameri- 
can Lung Association, which explains the “dull” quality, led by the 
Talking Heads, Fishbone, Rickie Lee Jones and Midnight Oil, 
with Raffi “a definite low point.” “Lame” comedian Laura 
Kightlinger appears between videos “to lighten the earnest 
atmosphere” by telling “jokes about as funny as cancer.” “Lots of 
little info-bites between videos full of ecological stats for the USA 
Today generation.” “I find it amazing that these performers are 
such hypocrites. Awful, pretentious fluff. Completely insincere. 
It preaches and preaches until I could gag.” “About the same as 
an hour of VH-1.” Performers: The Grateful Dead, Jeffrey 
Osborne, Joni Mitchell, This Picture, Tracie Spencer, King’s 
X, Maura O’Connell. Cameos: B.B. King, Stevie Wonder, 
Bette Midler, Liza Minelli, Anita Baker, Randy Newman. 
[MPI. 1993.] Overall rating: 76. 





Members of the Reality Committee are Bowen Davis, freelance reference librarian, Vermillion, S.D.; Jon Hall, writer, 
Seattle; Brian Johnson, zine publisher, Greenville, Pa.; Ronald Miller, banker, Dallas: Wes Pierce, amateur writer, Orlando; 
and Roger W. Simpson, electronics supervisor, Anoher, Calif. 
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More Sex Scandals From Britain 


Lord of the Fly 


f all the sex scandals of recent years, my favor- 

ite was the British lord who admitted having 
affairs with the wife of a judge and both her two 
daughters—all at the same time. His wife found out 
about it, threw an ax at him, but remained married 
to him. 

What was 
strange about this 
one, though, is that 
most of the press 
speculation centered 
around whether the 
guy would be kicked | 
out of the House of } 
Lords or not. This is 
what the British 
cared about? © 
Whether he wouldbe | 
able to continue his 
career, sittin around 
with 70-year-old 
windbags discussing 
pasturage taxes in 
Scotland and smok- 
ing Cuban cigars in 
Knightsbridge draw- 
ing rooms? 

Alan Clark, the 
lord who got nailed 
by the colorful News 
of the World tabloid, — 
is the son of the late © 
Kenneth Clark, the 
stilted commentator on the Civilisation TV series 
that ran for about thirty-seven years before some- 
body put it out ofits misery. So he was obviously such 
a blueblood that his number one sin was having sex 
beneath his class. 

For years there was a long-standing agreement 
among European aristocracy. Sleep with anybody 
you want to, just don’t do something stupid like 
marry them. 

Jane Clark, the wandering lord’s wife, had this 
to say: “Quite frankly, if you bed people I call ‘below- 
stairs class,’ they go to the papers, don’t they?” She 
also said the various girlfriends were “dreadful. 
They all have their ‘sell-by’ date on them. They all 
get put away on the shelf in the end.” 

Now there is a woman who upholds all the old 
traditions. 

In America we think the opposite is true. A 
woman who “marries up” is a golddigger. But a man 
who marries down is.a prince of a fellow. (Somehow 





I think women are making up these rules.) A man 
who marries up is either a gigolo, or he’s destined for 
a lifetime of sorrow, because he’ll always feel like 
“the wife.” And a woman who marries down is just a 
downright idiot. (Notice the sneers when somebody 
reports a famous movie actress 
having an affair with a construc- 
tion worker, or a “boy-toy” Broad- 
way dancer.) 

But all of this is a game to us. 
In Britain it’s still serious busi- 
ness. There are names to be pro- 
tected, family reputations to be 
upheld, private club member- 
ships to protect. In fact, that’s 
why the upper classes are so 
blase about extra-marital affairs. 
Ifthey took them seriously, there 
would be royal houses toppling 
all over the lot. 

Let me put all this in per- 
spective for you guys. 

An affair is always sleazy. 

That’s why people like em. 

The two things go together. 

If you ever found an affair 
that wasn’t sleazy, or didn’t 
shock somebody, or didn’t in- 
volve some kind of massive lie or 
deception or secret life, then it 
wouldn’t be worth having. 

In fact, it wouldn’t even be 
an affair. 

Affairs are things people do to make themselves 
happy. 

They never do make people happy. 

That’s why we like to talk about em. It makes us 
feel superior to every single person involved. Provid- 
ing we’ve never had one, or thought about one, or 
wanted one ourselves. 

Which, of course, we haven't. 


Victory Over Republicanism! 


The Double Drive-In on Columbus Avenue in 
Chicago has pigeons living on top of the screen, 
and its owner, Loews Theaters, uses it on week- 


ends as a flea market, but it’s still hanging in 
there in one of our largest metropolitan areas, 
and just finished another great season. Walter 
Szewczyk of Lombard reminds us that, with eter- 
nal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 





- ) 





Contest #1 


Jim Middlemiss of Farmington Hills, Michi- 
gan: “I can’t sleep at night. I need to know a name of 
a movie. It is about some guys who burn up this 
person who came back from the dead, his ashes get 
in the rain, and before you even blink your eye 
there’s an army of mutant zombies hunting and 
eating ‘live brains.’ Thanks for your help.” 


Contest #2 


Dan Cziraky of Newark, New Jersey: “I need 
the title to a slasher flick from the early seventies. It 
was about this guy who has these black-out spells, 
and it looks like he’s hacking up bimbos whenever he 
blacks out. There’s this one scene where he’s on the 
beach at night with this bimbo in a bikini, and he 
goes off in search of beer. Next thing you know, the 
bimbo gets it right between the mahi-mahis with an 
ax! The best part is, the camera goes in for an 
extreme close-up of the blood, and when it pulls back 
out it’s a bowl of tomato soup this homicide detective 
is eating. The same detective gets his hand lopped off 
with an ax later in the movie. I remember the title as 
Night of Bloody Horror, but I’ve never been able to 
find anything about any movie with that title.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the November 28 issue, Big Jim Black of 
Blacksburg, 8.C., wrote: “In the early eighties, about 
81 or 82, Isaw a Frankenstein-type movie... it was 
in 3-D and was very graphic. It had a lot of the usual 
3-D scares—guts in the face, body parts falling off of 
operating tables, graphic beheadings with giant 
scissors. The plot revolved around this evil mad 
scientist guy who was trying to bring this dead guy 
back to life. The scene that I really remember was 
forever burned into my memory... . I remember the 
evil scientist guy caught his assistant molesting a 
female corpse which the scientist had recently cut 
open down from the neck to the top of her navel. The 
corpse was crudely sewn together and the scientist 
really chewed his assistant out. Then the scientist 
climbs onto the corpse and proceeds to rip open the 
stitches and fondle the internal organs of the dead 
girl. After a while of doing this, he proceeds to take 
his clothes off and starts to have intercourse with the 
dead girl’s insides. ... As the scientist was getting his 
jollies, his assistant was spanking his monkey and 
getting hisjollies while watching his boss. Then after 
the scientist gets done, he hops off the table and says 





to his assistant, “Io understand life, you must first 
screw it in the liver’ or something to that effect... . 
I think the movie was made in ’74 or ’75.” 

We received 41 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Robert Laughlin of Paradise, California: “Okay, 
the title of the mystery flick is not Frankenstein, but 
more properly Andy Warhol’s Frankenstein in 3-D. 
I believe it starred Joe Dalessandro and was directed 
by Paul Morrissey and was released around April or 
May of 1973. So what the hay did Andy Warhol have 
to do with it? Beats me. This flick had way too much 
plot for Warhol, whose previous period included all 
those wonderful works with the likes of Viva, Ingrid 
Superstar, and especially Taylor Meade. Of course, 
the original ‘no plot to get in the way of the story flick 
was Warhol’s Empire a few years before that. This 
film consisted of a single tripod shot of the Empire 
State Building and had a running time of 24 hours 
(and was only in 2-D). I never met anyone who can 
prove he has actually seen it. How Mr. Big Jim got to 
see the Frankenstein film when he ‘was around 15- 
16 years old’ is a mystery. Andy Warhol’s Franken- 
stein was one of few flicks in those days that made it 
to the big time houses with an X rating. And I swear 
what I’m about to say actually happened. I went to 
see the film with a couple of friends when it first 
came out. My friends had just had a baby and decided 
to take the three-week-old infant along. Guess what? 
We were denied entrance into the theatre because 
the baby was under 18 years old. We had to find a 
sitter and come back the next day. Who says these 
kinds of movies rot the mind? Here’s proof the 
human mind was in a state of serious decay before 
that movie ever came out. But then again, ‘to under- 
stand life, you must first .. .” 

Additional information came from our 40 run- 
ners-up . 

Douglas Dann of Mandvin Virginia: “I saw 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Twin Drive-In in Wheeling, Illinois, some- 
_times draws 1,000 cars for a single movie on a 
single night, and it has three giant screens. The 
Twin is one of the few drive-ins still owned by a 
national chain (Loews), which makes sense be- 
cause only a big corporation could give a three- 
screen theater the name “Twin.” The Twin has a 
fully functioning playground and is rented out as 
a flea market on the weekends. Walter Szewcezyk 
of Lombard reminds us that, with eternal vigi- 
lance, the drive-in will never die. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

Even Hitler Had a 
Girlfriend—rather, 
your review of it—got 
me thinking on an idea. 
Do you think it would 

be financially advanta- 
geous for us to turn it 
into a play? I have the 
theater in New York 
already picked out— 
you know, the one 
where Little Shop of Horrors had its run. It’s my 
considered opinion that New York is starving for 
some campy tits and ass. I even smell a little high 
tragedy. Tragedy, absurdism and voyeurism are a 
few of the subjects I consider myself an expert on. 
I also made a half-hour release printed on 16mm in 
college for under a thousand. Six professors at OSU 
and my Playboy bunny girlfriend acted in my mock 
documentary where film had been outlawed and 
was coming back after twenty years. Then I show 
an art film with every art film gimmick in one 
stunning montage film that is supposedly a normal 
film. Enough about me. I think we should start the 
play off, maybe prologue and epilogue, with a drive- 
in filmmaker character. The possibilities are end- 
less: comedy, serious, musical? 

So what do you say me and you put some 

actresses to work? We might even make money as 


°° 
2 


this movie on its initial release in an indoor theater; 
unfortunately it was considered too artsy fartsy (Mr. 
Warhol, don’t ya know) to grace the big outdoor 
screen. I have not seen it since, but several strong 
recollections remain. Anyone seeing it would vividly 
recall the beloved necrophiliac vigorously mounting 
the corpse. Very effective in 3-D was the shot from 
directly below a sewer grate of dangling intestines, 
trapped by the grate, swaying gently to and fro. The 
body of the hapless gent who was decapitated by the 
giant scissors didn’t give up the ghost quickly. He 
stayed in place, bobbing rhythmically up and down 
(doing the funky chicken perhaps) in harmony with 
the arterial gushes of blood shooting from what 
remained of his neck. Ah, such memories! At the end 
the monster is done in by an enormously long spear 
piercing him from back to front at mid torso. The 
sharp end of the spear serves up a greater purpose 
than merely dispatching our boy. In all its 3-D glory 
it faces the audience with a large chunk of some 
undetermined internal organ hanging from its tip. 
This piece of meat bobs about while the monster 
delivers a dying soliloquy that, for sheer length, 
shames anyone croaking in opera. This speechifying 
went on forever! Unfortunately, this was true of the 
movie itself. Those scissors used to snip heads would 
have been better used by an editor. Let me add that 


= ADVICE 


to the Hopeless 


genius pimps. 

More about me. | 
almost had a film cri- 
tique book published a 
couple of years ago 
when I was living in 
New York. I almost set 
myself up as a critic of 
film critics in a book 
for video rental con- 
sumers. Enclosed are 
some examples. ICM 
considered publishing it. Aside from that, my claim 
to fame is that I was for three years one of New 
York’s leading barfly HIV-negatives. Life in the 
fast lane. When my girlfriend left me for a cartoon- 
ist with a house in Malibu, I went to New York to 
look for her. I am now a lonely gambler by trade in 
Columbus. Help me, please. I used. to know Andy 
Warhol, and Michael Caine once said I would never 
amount to anything. Maybe we can write and 
produce a play everybody but Michael Caine would 
find stimulating. I own a dog and I think you have 
one of the best jobs in the country. Thanks. 

P.S. Was it sick of me to root for Hannibal? 
Sincerely yours, 
Scott Seip 
Columbus, O. 
Dear Scott: 
I forgot the question. 





the combination of the movie’s length and the use of 
3-D glasses contributed to a three-bottles-of-Jack- 
Daniels-sized headache.” 

Tom Clouse of Valdese, North Carolina: “Big 
Jim is looking for a movie also known as Flesh For 
Frankenstein, a/k/a The Frankenstein Experiment, 
a/k/a Up Frankenstein, a/k/a The Devil and Dr. 
Frankenstein, etc. Whatever you want to call it, it 
stars Udo Kier as Baron Frankenstein and Arno 
Juerning as his assistant, Otto. Udo and Arno were 
in Andy Warhol’s Dracula the same year (1974). Of 
course, Andy probably had nothing to do with these 
flicks except maybe sign a coupla release forms. 
Critical consensus holds that Warhol’s Dracula is 
the best of the two, but this is completely untrue. As 
far as Paul Morrissey-directed Warhol horror films 
go, Frankenstein is the best. It’s a totally sick, 
repulsive, campy piece of celluloid refuse. A timeless 
classic! The gore effects are pretty damn awesome 
for a 1974 Warhol movie.” 

Bert Crews of Tomales, California: “The movie 
was Grand Guignol at its best. My favorite scene has 
the young doctor Frankenstein confronting the mon- 
ster, played by Warhol’s favorite male, Joe 
Dallesandro. As the doctor backs away, Joe slams an 
iron gate on the good doctor, cutting off the doctor’s 
hand, who then holds his blood-spurting wrist and 
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hoses down the smiling Joe. This was too easy. Did 
you make this one up?” 

Lloyd Dore III of Abbeville, Louisiana: “The 
film was originally rated X by the MPAA, but later 
changed to R for a rerelease in 1982. It runs about 95 
minutes. As the names of the directors indicate, this 
film was not a U.S. release, but a France-Italian 
project. Andy Warhol had nothing to do with the 
production, other 
than lending his 
name tothe title. Shot 
using Arch Oboler’s 
Spacevision 3-D pro- 
cess (first used in 
Bwana Devil in 1952), 
this film contains an 
unprecedented 
amount of explicit 
gore and spills it in 
the viewers’ laps. Joe 
Dallesandro played 
Nicholas, Monique 
Van Vooren played 
Katrin, and Udo Kier 
played Frankenstein 
(The Monster). Other 
cast members were 
Srdjan (Farmer/Male 
Zombie), Dalila Di- 
Lazzaro (Girl Zom- 
bie), Arno Juerging (Otto), Liu Bozizio (Maid), Carla 
Mancini (Daughter), and Narco Liofredi (Son).” 

Fender Tucker of Shreveport, Louisiana: “I 
remember seeing it in New Orleans when it first 
came out, so it must have been the early seventies. 
On the way to the theater my then-wife and I got into 
-an argument over whether it was prudent or not to 
smoke a joint in the car. I said, ‘Hey, this is New 
Orleans! Everybody else has a beer or highball in 
their hand, they wouldn’t bother us for holding a 
teeny cigarette!’ I won this argument and we ended 
up seeing a confusing movie with Udo Kier as the 
doctor with the endocrine-based philosophy. The 
joint didn’t help. My favorite scene was when Udo 
used a long, skinny sword (or something) to stab 
somebody and a wiggling organ kabob leapt about 10 
feet out of the screen. I haven’t been able to eat 
menudo ever since (not that I was able to before). 
Warhol went on to make a similar Dracula movie. 
Both of these were shown on Bravo (censored, of 
course) about a year ago.” 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: “You 
gotta wonder if Andy Warhol ever actually saw the 
picture.” 

Cliff Runkle of Vallejo, California: “The doctor 
has created two reanimated people. The doctor’s 
assistant screwed up with either the brain or the 
gonads, and the male creature turned out gay. The 
doctor’s neglected wife makes a pass at the creature 





Blood spurts and organs fly ten feet off the screen in 
Andy Warhol’s Frankenstein, a 3-D kinkfest starring 
Udo Kier as the good doctor. 


and is killed for her efforts. Jim’s description of the 
doctor’s relationship with the female creature and 
fondling of her internal organs is quite accurate. 
When the assistant tries the same thing, he does it 
wrong, and the female creature dies. What I remem- 
ber most about this flick is the splitting headache 
that the poor quality 3-D process gave me.” 

Bob Sheridan of Culver City, California: “It 
: seems Italian pro- 
ducer Carlo Ponti 
had this 3-D process 
(Space Vision) which 
had been developed 
for Roman Polanski’s 
What?, but not used. 
So Ponti hooked up 
with Warhol & Co. to 
make 3-D horror 
flicks (although, as 
far as I know, only 
Frankenstein was 
actually released in 
3-D). Italian director 
Antonio Margheriti 
(‘Anthony Dawson’) 
sez (in European 
Trash Cinema, vol. 
2, no. 7): *Penti 
brought me to the set 
as a sort of supervi- 
sor because the film was shot in 3-D and I had a little 
more experience with this technique. Later on I 
became much more involved in the production. The 
basic idea for the film was fantastic, but they had 
problems realizing those ideas in a suitable fashion. 
I wrote several extra scenes and invented some 
characters. I guess I ended up as the director of 
sorts.’ I suspect that Big Jim saw the film on a double 
bill with a 3-D Hong Kong historical Kung Fu epic 
entitled Dynasty.” 

Big Jim Weis of Atlanta: “Andy Warhol’s 
Dracula, also made by Morrissey in 1974, has the 
vampire searching the Italian countryside ‘in vein’ 
for a virgin’s blood, puking his guts out when he’s 
taken in by an innocent face. Was it stage blood or 
Campbell’s tomato soup?” 

Kevin Christopher of Fairmont, West Vir- 
ginia: “In my humble opinion, this ranks right up 
there with James Whale’s 1931 version and Young 
Frankenstein as the best film adaptations of this 
story. It is, indeed, available on video under the 
Andy Warhol’s Frankenstein title. If you can’t find it 
with the horror films, check the adult section. I have 
never seen the 3-D version and I won’t consider my 
life complete until I do, so if anyone know if it exists 
in any form on tape, please let Jim and I know.” 

Robert Butler of New York: “The movie was 
hilarious, as I remember it, although somebody 
threw up in the theater, and the last half hour was 
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a total sensory experience.” 
| Conrad S. Rubinkowski of Springfield, Illi- 
nois: “Big Jim’s memory is very good indeed, even 
remembering the best line of the movie, except the 
scientist (Udo Kier) uses the traditional Anglo-Saxon 
word instead of ‘screw.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico: 
“The 1973 French-Italian-German production, I 
Mostro E in Tavola ... Barone Frankenstein, a/k/a 
Flesh for Frankenstein (British title), was retitled 
Andy Warhol’s Frankenstein for U.S. release. While 
it was written by ex-Warhol associate Paul Morrissey, 
there is some debate as to whether Morrissey or 
Antonio Margheriti actually directed. The film was 
shot using Arch Oboler’s Space-Vision 3-D process 
(first used in Bwana Devil, 1952). Baron Franken- 
stein is obsessed with the gall bladder of his Female 
Zombie [The Girl], played by Dalila di Lazzaro. See 
the November 1974 issue of Playboy for one of her 
better scenes. Special Effects Designer was Carlo 


Rambaldi, who later worked on King Kong (1976), 
Alien, Conan the Destroyer, Dune, and E.T.: The 
Extra-Terrestrial. True fans of the film will want to 
search out the soundtrack released in stereo by 
Varese Sarabande.” 

Bob Horn of Welch, Oklahoma: “I saw it in 1982 
in Tulsa, Oklahoma, and thought it was a thor- 
oughly revolting, disgusting work of cinema. In 
other words, a drive-in classic which scores a perfect 
100 on the barf bag meter. The basic story line was 
the mad scientist was trying to build the perfect male 
and female ‘monsters’ by gathering what he consid- 
ered to be the best parts of the local villagers. He was 
going to then breed the monsters to achieve the 
perfect family, civilization, etc. Unfortunately, in- 
stead of getting a sex maniac’s head and brain, he 
mistakenly gets the head of a male virgin with a real 
strong conscience. The only survivors that I can 
remember are the scientist’s two children who, as I 
remember, were the result of the scientist 
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send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the amazingly compli- 
cated erotic thriller, Body Shot, for only $10. Robert Patrick 
plays a pervert tabloid photographer/stalker who also hap- 
pens to be the hero. Hurry! Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


[| Yes, here’s $45 fora year’s subscription, plus Body Shot 
video—S$80 in foreign countries. 


B Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 
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‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ Mug 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce 
ceramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front 
in bright peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be 
something guzzled by French weenies in shabby berets who 
hated American cheeseburgers. Now it’s something you or- 
der with a cheeseburger to make your date think you’re not 
aweenie.”—Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus $3 shipping. Original 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in black with bright 
greenlettering. 





Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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aardvarking with his sister. The 
impression I got was these kids 
were going to grow up, aardvark, 
and build monsters just like daddy 
did. That has to be one mixed-up 
gene pool. This movie is one sick 
puppy. I loved it.” 

Stately Wayne Manor of 
Drexel Hill, Pennsylvania: “I re- 
member seeing this when it was 
originally released (rated X) in all 
its 3-D glory. This was not the 
typical red/blue lens 3-D, but 
rather a special polarized process 
in which one wore glasses with 
both lenses tinted green. The im- 
ages were extremely sharp and 
deep, and there was no headache 
afterwards. Unfortunately, despite 
its vast superiority to the old style, 
this innovative 3-D system was 
quickly phased out. Besides Udo 
Kier’s much-hyped analysis of sex 
with gall bladders, two other 
scenes made a lasting impression, 
both due to the 3-D effects. One 
featured a lance that had been run 
through a character in the direc- 
tion of the audience, entrails dan- 
gling from its point seemingly 
inches from the viewer’s face. The 
second was a scene in which bats 
escaped from a grate and flew di- 
rectly toward the viewer. This ef- 
fect was so convincing, it had our 
entire row ducking, throwing their 
arms upward defensively and/or 
yelling expletives!” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “The film was 
directed by Paul Morrissey. All 
that stuff about Anthony Dawson/ 
Antonio Margheriti directing the 
film is bullshit, according to Udo 
Kier, who should know. I asked 
Mr. Kier about this controversy, 
and he told me Margheriti directed 
none of the film, and that he only 
saw Margheriti on the set once.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Karen Cochran of Riverdale, 
Maryland; R.A. Couey of San 
Diego; Colin Covert of Minne- 
apolis; Dan Cziraky of Newark, 
New Jersey; Dan Dixon of Drexel, 
North Carolina; Laura Gillum of 


Dover, New Jersey; Chuck Hush 
of Poughkeepsie, New York; 
Bryan Kasik of Alexandria, Vir- 
ginia; Paul Kazee of Brooklyn, 
New York; Terry Maher of Stow, 
Ohio; James Miller of Burlington, 
Iowa; Cynthia Nunnally of 
Fairfax, Virginia; Al Pergande 
of Orlando; Bob Purdue of Las 
Vegas; Bede Ramcharan of 
Landstuhl, Germany; Tim 
Roesch of Reston, Virginia; Guy 
E. Rusiski of Pittsburgh; Roger 
Simpson of Anaheim, California; 
Hugh Sparks of Spartanburg, 
South Carolina; David Tresch of 
Katy, Texas; Mark R. Turner of 
Cincinnati; Ronald E. White of 
Fort Worth, Texas; and Lou 
Zarfas of Annandale, Virginia. 
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Books 


Memories of a Hotel Man. A sexually ex- 
plicit classic from the 1920’s, with 44 illus- 
trations. You must be an adult to order. 
Send $5 and a signed age statement to: Mad 
Dog Productions, P.O. Box 2263, Pasadena, 
CA 91102. (Address checks to S.C. Taylor.) 


Video Sales 


Troma Video Universe. Uncut, classic 
Troma movies including Class of Nuke Em 
High, Blood Hook, Girls School Screamers 
and Zombie Island Massacre have been 
restored to their original Director’s Cut 
versions and are now available directly from 
Troma. Only $9.95 each (add $3.50 S&H). 
For the official Tromabilia catalog send $3 
to: Tromabilia, Radio City Station, P.O. Box 
486, New York, NY 10101-0486 or call 1- 
800-83-TROMA to order your videos today! 


Miscellaneous 


Joe Bob needs a Dallas intern. Candi- 
date will gain exposure to publishing indus- 
try, television production, movie distribu- 
tors, etc. No pay, but will reimburse for 
expenses. If interested, write Mary Koon, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 
Ss 

Hey there Internet fanatics! All this and 
heaven too! That’s right. Joe Bob now has 
an Officially authorized online fangroup. 
Read and post in alt.fan.joebob.briggs. 
For more info, or if your system doesn’t 
carry a.f.j.b., email Jenny at elfin 
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